JACOB'S ROOM

" Miss Elmer/' said Nick.

Jacob took his pipe out of his mouth very
awkwardly.

Very awkward he was. And when they sat
upon a plush sofa and let the smoke go up between
them and the stage, and heard far off the high-
pitched voices and the jolly orchestra breaking
in opportunely he was still awkward, only Fanny
thought: "What a beautiful voice!" She
thought how little he said yet how firm it was.
She thought how young men are dignified and
aloof, and how unconscious they are, and how
quietly one might sit beside Jacob and look at
him. And how childlike he would be, come in
tired of an evening, she thought, and how majestic;
a little overbearing perhaps ; " But I wouldn't
give way," she thought. He got up and leant
over the barrier. The smoke hung about him.

And for ever the beauty of young men seems
to be set in smoke, however lustily they chase
footballs, or drive cricket balls, dance, run, or
stride along roads. Possibly they are soon to
lose it. Possibly they look into the eyes of far-
away heroes, and take their station among us
half contemptuously, she thought (vibrating like
a fiddle-string, to be' played on and snapped).
Anyhow, they love silence, and speak beautifully,
each word falling like a disc new cut, not a hubble-